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their headlights on a square of open ground just
under the front rows. To while away the time of
waiting a sort of variety performance lasting an
hour was given in the illuminated area, a pool of
vivid light hi the surrounding darkness, hie the
arena of a circus. The sentiments of attraction and
revulsion that the various turns evoked were so
bewilderingly mingled that I could not decide if I
desired or feared the arrival of His Highness, which
would of course cut short the show.
The first performer was a young marksman armed
with a small rifle who took shots at an egg held by
his sister in her mouth. I could see the woman in
profile, and her poise of preternatural calm, her
air of dignity, enchanted me. She wore a green
sari, the breast of which was splashed with yellow
at each shot. Sometimes, ghastlier still, the egg
remained intact after the man had fired. And in a
brief panic I watched for a red stain to form on the
girl's cheek or underneath her eye. But there was
no mishap, and in nine shots the marksman broke
half a dozen eggs.
A half-naked strong man stepped into the arena,
followed by a steam-roller which halted just outside
it. The man lay down full length on the hard earth,
the monstrous engine got under way, lumbered
heavily into the zone of light, and passed over the
wretched man's body, beginning at his feet. With
appalling slowness it rumbled over him, giving a
sickening lurch as it rolled off his head.
Next, a quaint-looking personage, wearing a black
European coat, stiff collar and mauve tie, came for-
ward. Introducing himself as " the Professor," he
undertook to drink off any poison that the audience
might offer him. By way of prelude to his poison-
drama he nipped off with his teeth the heads of